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"The coarse sand burned our unprotected teet, but
we knew that leaping in the foam from the shored
waves was a cooling remedy. Dad would line up the
6 of us children and announce that we were going for
a *'brisk plunge.”” We stood for a moment, hand in
hand, then raced to the water and dove through an
incoming wave. The cold water was always a shock,
an immediate lift. We felt alive and completely free
and full of energy. After swimming awhile, we wan-
dered along the shore with whichever child wanted to
come.

Once we found a dead fish that had been washed
up and since it was a decent size, we claimed it as our
own and brought it back to show our parents, each
child boasting that he had been the onc brave enough
10 pick it up. We brought the trophy home, wrapped
it in foil, and kept it until the odor was too much to
pear. Sometimes, when the sun drained us of activity,

~ we sat in the sand and played the usual castle building

games. Then the tide would come in and the for-
tresses becamc memories.

On do-nothing days we hiked to the library, which
graciously allowed visitors book check-out privileges.
Inside the old stone structire was a spiral staircase
ascending to cubicles housing wooden shelves lined
with books. The library was small, full of twists and
turns, with hugh curtainless windows and wooden
:ables and chairs. 1t was an ideal place to charm the
imagination of a child. Who knew where the secrel
passages and the tiny dim rooms might lead?

At night the logs burned in the fireplace and the
aroma of sweet pine filled the cottage. Conversation
warmed like the glow of the fire and we learned the
history of the fight for independence in Massachuset-
ts. No longer would a stone fence be simply that.
Now it was the defense from behind which the
Minute Men had assaulted the British in that long
ago April. We stood where John Adams has stood.
We explored the strects of Paul Revere and John
Hancock. We followed the path of the rebels in.In-
dian disguise. While others read about it in tex-
tbooks, we had seen it. It was alive.

Bedtime came. We had the pleasure of having
bunk beds and a daily argument usually determined
who slept in the top bunk. As we lay there, peering
out the window at miles of trees and stars, the light
from the distant water tower blinked a repetition of
what each of us sensed. You are safe. You are secure.
You are loved. :

Time passes and things change. Two brothers and
a sister are living in Ohio: one brother is in New

.York, and another sister lives in Washington, D.C. 1

have children of my own. The property around our
cottage has been sold and subdivided into tiny plots
with tiny houses. My children, who have lived on the
shores of both oceans, cannot be mesmerized, as we
were, by its glimmering beauty on a clear blue day.
How can they know what it is like? And yet, some
things never change.

All of us still have an unebbing feeling for this
place. My father and mother return as they have for
4) years. We speak of plans to rent a house where
we can gather once more for a summer. We under-
stand that it can never be truthfully the way it was.
But there is that tug, the undeniable drawing force of
the ocean pulling us back to itself. 1 wonder if our
parents realize the magnificent gift they entrusted to
us in those sunny seasons.

Perhaps they do, and that is enough.



